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of illumination; and as we passed their
cemetery., hundreds of lights were burning
amongst the tombs, half hidden by the
foliage and brushwood which commonly
shroud the resting-places of the followers
of the prophet; whilst it might be seen,
that under every sacred tree of the Hin-
doos, the little stone niche containing its
rudely-sculptured idol, had also its gar-
lands, its floating lights, and its share of
scarlet pigment.

On the steps of one of the largest tem-
ples, which skirted the road side, was a
Fakir, whose general appearance arrested
attention. For a moment, the immoveable
expression of his countenance and figure,
induced me to believe him an idol, more
particularly, as his position was ^that com-
mon to the representations of Budda;
his legs folded, showing the soles of his
feet, and his open hands placed on his lap,
the back of one, resting flatly on the palm
of the other. His body was smeared with
red paint, his hair descended in matted